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His name was Bpendius ; ho had been captured by the Carthaginians during the battle of the -ZEgatian islands. He spoke Greek, Ligurian, and Phoenician. Once again he thanked the Mercenaries, kissed their hands, felicitated them on their feast; but expressed great astonishment that he did not see the golden cups of the Sacred Legion. These cups were embellished on each of their six golden faces by an emerald vine, and belonged to a militia exclusively comprised of young patricians of the tallest stature. To see them was a privilege, considered almost a sacerdotal honour, and nothing in the treasury of the Republic was so coveted by the Mercenaries. They detested the Legion because of this possession, and had been known to risk their lives for the ineffable pleasure of merely drinking out of these cups. Instigated by what this slave said, the soldiers commanded that the cups should be fetched to them. The slaves said that they were deposited with the Syssites, companies of merchants who ate in common ; but at this hour all the members of the Syssites slept.
" Let them be wakened!" responded the Mercenaries.
After a second evasion, one of the slaves explained that the cups were locked up in a temple.
" Let the temple be opened ! " replied the soldiers ; and when the slaves trembled, avowing that veritably the cups were in the custody of General Gisco, they yelled, " Let him bring them !"
Presently Gisco appeared at the end of the garden, with an escort of the Sacred Legion : his ample black mantle was adjusted on his head by a gold mitre starred with precious stones; its folds falling all